the day after and the day after that until the clothes he drew on in the
morning to the violence of that rapping on the stovepipe were sweat-
stiffened. They went on stiff and stayed stiff until he limbered them up by
working in them.
On Saturday night he got a bath by carrying soft water from the cistern,
heating some of it on the stove. He threw the stark things aside for his
city clothes on Sunday morning. And already in April, for the first years,
he would begin to look forward to September seventeenth when school
would begin for him. Longing for the time to come. How sore! If mother
only knew.
She came before long. Seeing him, she clasped him to her bosom and
burst into tears. The boy wondered why she was so sad to see him?
And then after she went away work went on some four or five weeks
and he began to wear down. His back ached so. His fingers were stiff and
sore. Knees and elbows5 feet, too. He was ashamed to let it be known—
but one afternoon, he decided to change it himself. Having a difficulty
with Aunt Laura over the free use of a hammer he seldom put back in its
place, he got it, threw it in the creek for good and all, and departed. He
took a kitchen-knife with him, intending to get home somehow, anyhow.
He started across the hill toward the river to find the ferryboat that
would take him to Spring Green. He was footsore. Crestfallen 5 his legs
stiff. Guilty, his back lame. Ashamed of running away5 his hands bleeding
in places.
Uncle James knowing what was good for the boy had given it to him
until, well—here he was, running away: home or somewhere—what did
he care where, if he couldn't go where he could find comfort?
Yet, his nephew adored Uncle James. Uncle James could do everything,
and so well that the others liked to stop and watch him do it. Break colts
to harness for the neighbours. Handle a kicking cow that Gottlieb, the
hired man, would be afraid to touch. Swing an axe with such ringing
accuracy that the clean-cut chips whizzed furiously around your head as
you tried to dodge them. Could run all the machines. Always knew how to
fix what was the matter with them—and there was always something the
matter with them. Was always laughing at the same time and never
afraid of anything. As the boy thought of him now he wanted to turn
back and 'stick'. But he was too sore in body and mind. So he limped along.
The home by the blue lake and mother seemed very dear and all he
wanted, but—how far away!
As the road ran over the hilltop above Uncle Enos's, soft, white sand-
rock cropped out in long, thin ledges beside it. Fascinated by whatever
there is in sand that bewitches boys, he scraped away at it with his knife
and took the soft piles of pure white in both his hands. To the right were
pink ledges. He scraped those. To the left, yellow, and he scraped those.
Put a layer of yellow over a layer of white, then pink and then white, and,
even in his misery, it occurred to him to cut through the pile with his
knife and take one hah7 away and look at the colour streaks in the section
he thus made.
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